
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






l3an>arb CollcQe Xibrari? 

FROM 

/M>*<» AIa^ B..>/*%<He„ 



"^ 







J 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Hoir Ben became lame. P. 63. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KAEL KIEGLER; 



OB, 



THE FORTUNES OP A FOUNDLING. 



BOSTON: 
PHILLIPS, SAMPSON AND COMPANY, 

IS WiVTBB BTBBBT. 

1859. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRART 

GIFT OF 

MRS. MARY B. MO«f*C 

OCT. 15, 1«29 



Altered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1868 by 

PHILLIPS, SAMPSON h CO., 

In the Clerk's OflOoe of the District Court for the District of MassachosettiL 



flTISIOTTriV ST 

HOBART * UOBBINB, 

Htw Sn^and Tjpe Md StenotTp* Foandwy, 

BOSTON 



PRINTED BT B. M. EDWARDS. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PUBLISHERS' ADVERTISEMENT. 



In the absence of any pre&oe by the author, the pub- 
lishers desire to commend most heartily this little work to 
the many children who haye read their series of juTenile 
books in former years. In the simplicity and directness 
of its style, the deep and continuous interest of the story, 
and in the wholesome but unobtrusiye moral it inculcates, 
it will remind older readers of the golden days of their 
youth, when De Foe, Miss Edgeworth, Mrs. Sherwood, and 
a few others, enjoyed a solid popularity which hardly any 
modem authors either receiye or deserye. 
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KARL KIEGLER. 



CHAPTER I. 

It was the afternoon of a hot July day. The 
Bun, glowing like a ball of fire, and slowly 
descending, still shot its fiery rays athwart the 
brown and parched fields, and dusty highway. 
Mr. Grafton, the landlord of the village tavern, 
sat upon his own piazza, lazily lolling back in a 
chair which rested only on two legs, his coat off, 
and his shirt-collar unbuttoned, vainly waiting for. 
some refreshing breeze, to cool a face but little 
less red than that of the sun. At his feet, 
stretched at full length, lay a large Newfoundland 
dog, whose open mouth and protruding tongue 
showed he was suffering from the same cause with 
his master. The air was scorching like a blast 
from a furnace, and the dust raised by an occa- 
1* 
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6 KABL CIEGLEB. 

sional passing vehicle hovered for a few seconds 
above the scmbby bushes which fringed the road, 
then slowly settled down again upon the same 
spot from whence it rose. 

Far down this dusty road, two figures might 
be seen walking slowly along. One was a woman, 
who carried an infant in her arms ; the other, a 
boy some five years old, with a small bundle, in 
his hand. As they came up to the tavern, they 
stopped, and the woman asked, in broken English, 
for a draught of water and a piece of bread. 
Her face was browned by the sun, her dress 
tattered, and she seemed footsore and weary; 
and while she was speaking, the boy sat down 
upon the step of the piazza. 

There was an imploring look in the woman's 
eye, which spoke more plainly than her tongue. 
Mr. Grafton rose from his chair, and beckoned 
them to follow him into the house. He led them 
into the upper kitchen, where Mrs. Grafton sat 
knitting. 

" Here, mother," said he, " are a woman and 
child who want something to eat." 

Mrs. Grafton was a tall, angular woman, with a 
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face whose only beauty was an expression of 
good-nature and kindness. She felt great com- 
passion for the little group of tired travellers. 
She gave the woman the chair in which she had 
been sitting, and Boon spread out upon the table 
a homely repast of bread, cheese, and milk. 

The woman spoke but a few words of English, 
and could answer Mrs. Grafton's numerous in- 
quiries only by a shake of the head. But the 
kind-hearted landlady saw how she first gave 
bread to the boy, and milk to the baby in her 
arms, before she took a morsel for herself; and 
even then it seemed as if she was forcing herself to 
eat, and that exhaustion and fatigue had made it 
diflSoult for her to swallow the food she so much 
needed. 

When the boy's hunger was .appeased, the 
woman rose from the table, and, thanking Mrs. 
Grafton more by looks than words, turned 
towards the door; but her strength foiled her ere 
she reached it, and she sank upon the floor. 

" Poor creature ! " said the landlady, bending 
over her, and taking the puny in&nt from hei 
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8 KARL EIEGLEB. 

arms. ''It will never do ; she can go no for- 
ther. She must stay here all night.'' 

She gave the baby to the boy, who stood look- 
ing on the scene with childish amazement, and 
helped the woman to rise. As she gained her 
feet she put her hand upon her forehead, as if 
striving to collect her wandering thoughts, and 
then pointed towards the door, as if anxious to 
pursue her journey ; but Mrs. Grafton, with many 
signs, made her understand, at last, that she must 
not go — at least, not till the morrow; and, leaving 
the woman vainly endeavoring to still the feeble 
cries of the baby, she hastened to prepare a little 
chamber for their reception. 

While busy with her hospitable cares, Mrs. 
Grafton occupied herself in various conjectures 
concerning her inmates. The woman, in spite of 
her apparent poverty and wretchedness, had the 
air of one who had seen better days, and was 
evidently no common beggar. Her face, though 
sun-scorched and dusty, showed traces of intelli- 
gence and former beauty; and her soft brown 
eyes had the wistftil look which some dogs have 
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at times, when it seems as if they longed for 
words to tell some great sorrow. 

Mrs. Grafton's curiosity and conjectures did 
not hinder the work of her hands. It was not 
long before the apartment was ready, and the 
tired travellers left to their repose. But from 
the bed on which the exhausted woman sank that 
night she never rose again. The next morning, 
when Mrs. Grafton entered the room, she found 
her in a raging fever, pressing her baby closely 
to her breast, as if she feared the child might be 
taken from her, and talking wildly in some 
foreign tongue. She followed the boy with her 
eyes wherever he moved, and if he left the 
room she called " Karl I Karl ! " and would not 
be satisfied until he returned. 

In three days her troubles and her wanderings 
were all over, and she lay cold and still, with her 
dead baby in her arms. " The great Reaper had 
bound both mother and child into one sheaf, for 
the, Lord of Paradise," 

A week passed away, and a fresh-heaped 
hillock in the village burying-ground, and the 
bay at the tavern, were all that was left of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



10 EABL EIEGLEB. 

the tmknown stranger. The boy's grief at the 
death of his mother was violent, and yielded but 
slowly to the sympathy and tenderness of Mrs. 
Grafton. 

Who was he? The little bundle which he 
carried in his hand afforded no clue to his pa- 
rentage or friends. It contained a German Bible, 
two letters written in the same tongue (but 
which were no better than Greek to the landlord 
and his wife), and a few worn-out baby-clothes. 
The little fellow, who had no more knowledge of 
English than his mother, called himself Karl 
Eliegler. 

What was to be done with him ? After a few 
weeks had passed away, Mr. Grafton proposed he 
should be sent to the poor-house. The boy 
seemed instinctively to understand that they 
were talking about him, and he. turned to Mrs. 
Grafton with a pleading look in his large blue 
eyes. Those eyes seemed strangely like the blue 
violets which grew on the little graves in the 
burying-ground, where, with many tears, Mrs. 
Grafton had laid her children. 

"0 no, John!" cried she; " I could not bear 
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to send him away ; least of all to such a place as 
that. We have no children now. Why not keep 
him ourselves ? " 

Mr. Grafton looked at his wife in surprise. 
Why should she want to trouble herself with a 
beggar's child? He was not particular about 
it himself. She could keep him, if she wished. 
She would have the most trouble with him. He 
was a stout, thriving boy, and in a few years 
would be able to earn his own living anywhere. 

So the little Earl stayed with the kind-hearted 
Mrs. Grafton. He was lively and intelligent, and 
soon acquired sufficient English to tell, in his 
childish way, the little he could remember of his 
parents and his former home. They had lived 
&r away, in a pleasant little cottage, where the 
storks came back and built every summer, and 
often brought baby brothers and sisters for little 
boys and girls; and they had brought a little sister 
for him just before they had left their home to 
come ^across the water. They were many days 
in a ship. His father had died, and been thrown 
overboard. He and his mother had walked many 
miles, and were often tired and hungry, before 
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they came to Mr. Grafton's. They were trying to 
find somebody, but whom he did not know. 
This was all the child could tell. 

He was warm-hearted and aflFectionate, and 
soon transferred the love which he had felt for 
his mother to the good landlady ; and when, a 
year after, the storks, or some other equally good 
birds, brought a baby girl to Mr. and Mrs. Graf- 
ton, the cup of Karl's pleasure seemed to be fall. 
He had another sister now, who he hoped 
would never be carried away and planted in the 
ground, like his little Christine. 

He watched her infant smiles and baby tricks 
with great delight ; and no king was ever proud- 
er or happier than he when he first guided her 
tottering steps across the floor, or heard her 
call, in her shrill childish tones, Tarl 1 Tarl 1 His 
love for her grew and strengthened every day. 
Hand in hand they wandered through the pas- 
tures and woods, and the choicest flowers and 
the sweetest berries were always Mary's. When 
she complained of fatigue, he took her in his 
sturdy little arms, and carried her until he found 
Bome mossy stone, or some leafy nook, where 
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she could rest. He made garlands of wfld-flow- 
ers for her hair, called her by a thousand endear- 
ing names, and often carried her home in triumph 
on his shoulder, crowned like a May Queen. 

When winter came, their pleasures were not 
diminished. He made snow-houses and snow- 
men to please her. He skated, and drew her 
swiftly after him over the ice ; he coasted, and 
bore her safely down the steepest hill. 

The summers and winters passed away, and 
KarPs life was pleasant and joyous. His foster- 
mother was ever kind to him, and seemed to love 
him more when she saw how much love he felt 
for little Mary ; and were it not for the mound, 
now rounded over and grass-grown, in the 
grave-yard, Karl might have forgotten that he 
had ever known another mother's love, 
2 
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CHAPTER II. 

Earl was now fourteen years old. He made 
himself so usefal about the house, that Mr. 
Grafton no longer thought of sending him away, 
as he had at first proposed. It was Karl who 
milked the cows, drove them to .pasture, and 
brought them back at night. It was Karl who 
kept the boats and fishing-rods in order. It was 
Karl who harnessed the horses of the gentlemen 
who stopped at the tavern. It was Karl who 
planted and hoed the potatoes, poled the beans, 
gathered the cucuii^kbers and squashes, rode the 
horse to plough and to milL It was Karl who 
knew where everything was to be found, in the 
somewhat disorderly house and barn, and who 
always seemed to be in the right place at the 
right time. 

Notwithstanding all his occupations, KarJ 
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found time daring the winter to attend the vil- 
lage school, and in the long evenings read 
through many times the three books in the 
house— a small Life oT Franklin, the Indian 
Wars, and an odd volume of Cook's Voyages. 
He often looked at the little, well-worn Bible 
which he brought with him, and wished he could 
read that, and the faded yellow letters lying 
between the leaves. 

It was a pleasant June evening. Earl sat 
upon the side step of the piazza, disentangling a 
heap of confused fishing-lines, when the mail- 
coach drove up to the door, and a youth swung 
himself down lightly from the top, and inquired 
for Mr. Grafton. 

Mr. Grafton, hearing his own name called, 
sauntered from the bar-room, to ask what he 
wished. 

The boy, a bright, saucy-looking lad, about 
Karl's age, handed the landlord a letter, and 
while Mr. Grafton was perusing it ordered the 
driver to put down his trunk. The trunk, large, 
heavy, and brass-bound, was thrown down on 
to the piazza with no very careful hand. The 
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youth seated himself upon it, and looked up at 
Mr. Grafton, who was still poring over the letter, 
as if he would have said, " You are mighty slow 
at reading writing I'' But he only asked, " Can I 
stay, or not?" 

" Two months I "' muttered Mr. Grafton. 
'^ Humph I I suppose so. Here, Karl, take this 
young gentleman's trunk up into the east cham- 
ber;" and the landlord walked away to inform 
his wife of the new comer. 

Karl laid down the line which he held in his 
hand, and came towards the trunk where the boy 
was sitting. He looked at Karl from head^to 
foot, with a comical expression on his face, and 
began to whistle, without rising from the trunk. 

Karl waited a moment, patiently, and then said, 
" I cannot carry your trunk up stairs unless you 
move." 

" No, I know you can't," said the lad, stopping 
his whistling to laugh, "unless you will be so 
obliging as to carry me up. too. I can't get up 
now. I am tired, and must rest myself first." 

" Very weU," said Karl, and he went back to 
his lines. 
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He had scarcely seated himself when the 
youth sprang up with the agility of a monkey, 
and called out, '^ Come now and take it. I am 
ready and waiting." 

Karl 'put down his rod again, and advanced 
towards the trunk; but before he could grasp 
the handle the teasing boy threw himself upon 
it again, and declared himself unable to move. 
. Karl began to lose his temper at thus being 
made a fool of; but he said nothing, and quietly 
resumed his occupation. No sooner was he 
seated than the boy left the trunk, and began 
calling for him again. This time Karl took no 
notice of him, but still kept on steadily unrolling 
the lines. 

The youth sauntered backwards and forwards 
on the piazza, occasionally turning towards Karl, 
to see if he were approaching the trunk. Karl, 
on his part, was watching the boy, without ap- 
pearing to do so. , 

At this moment the loud barking of dogs was 

heard on the other side of the house ; the boy 

turned the comer of the piazza to ascertain the 

cause of the noise. Karl, seizing the opportu- 

2* 
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nity, ran quickly towards the trunk. Just then 
the boy appeared, and seeing Karl about to raise 
the trunk by one end, threw himself upon the 
other. But this time he was not quick enough. 
Karl raised it with a sudden jerk, and sent the 
boy rolling upon the piazza, and before he could 
recover himself began to ascend the stairs. 

The lad gathered himself up with a loud laugh, 
and then stood for a moment, as if doubtful 
whether to embarrass Karl in his progress up the 
staircase, or to gratify his love of mischief by 
throwing the disentangled fishing-lines into a 
heap, when Mrs. Grafton came into the entry. 

" Are you Robert Wilson ? " asked she. 

" Yes," was the reply, with the most decorous 
of tones and faces. 

" Your room is ready for you, then," said Mrs. 
Grafton, " and if you will follow me, I will show 
you to it." 

So Master Robert was obliged to forego his 
mischievous intentions, and follow the landlady 
up the stairs at a very proper pace. 

" This 18 the room,'^ said she, throwing open 
the door of a large, airy apartment, " and I hope 
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EARL KIE6LER. 19 

you will find everything agreeable an^ comforta* 
ble while you are with us." 

Robert hoped he should; and there was a 
sly twinkle in his eye as he saw Karl deposit 
the trunk in one comer, and leave the room. 
" I '11 have some fun of that fellow," thought 
he, " while I stay here." 

" The supper-bell will ring in half an hour," 
said Mrs. Graflon, as she followed Earl. 

Robert employed the time meanwhile in wash- 
ing the dust from his face, opening his trunk, 
and strewing the contents over the bed and floor, 
to find some particular article, which was, of 
course, at the very bottom ; and while engaged 
in this occupation the bell rang. He jumped 
up, leaving everything scattered about, and ran 
down stairs. 

He found the whole family at table, and 
was much surprised when he saw Earl come in 
and take a seat with them. 

" Your father, in his letter," said Mr. Grafton, 
addressing himself to Robert, " is very desirous 
that you should remain here two months, while 
he is gone to Washington, and wishes us to con 
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flider yoiL as one of the family, and spare 
ourselves all unnecessary trouble on your ac- 
count. You will therefore take your meals with 
us. I knew your father well. He and I spent 
many a happy day together when we were boys.^' 
Robert did not make any reply to these re- 
marks. He was not unacquainted with the con- 
tents of the letter he had brought, and knew that 
the principal reason he had been sent from home 
during his Other's absence was to keep him out 
of mischief. He therefore contented himself with 
turning the most of his attention to the supper, 
to which he did ample justice ; and every now 
and then bestowing a sidelong glance on Karl, as 
if he were endeavoring to make out who he was, 
and in what relation he stood to the rest of the . 
family. 
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CHAPTER III. 

It was a sorry day for Karl when Robert 
Wilson came to the tavern. He was the very 
embodiment of mischief. There was no end to 
his tricks and pranks. . He could devise and ex- 
ecute a dozen schemes before the slower Karl 
could frustrate one. 

The day after his arrival, he had rummaged the 
house from garret to cellar, been to the bam and 
seen every animal on the place, caught Brown 
Bess in the pasture and had a bare-backed gallop 
on her at the risk of his own neck, found his way 
to the pond, rowed himself to the other shore, 
and left the boat to drift away while he explored 
the neighboring woods. 

He followed Karl into the field, and while Karl 
was kneeling down and strewing the young 
gquash and cucumber vines with lime and ashes, 
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Bobert was strewing his back and hair with the 
same preparations. Wherever Karl went, Robert 
was sure to appear in a short time with offers of 
assistance, which Karl soon learned to distrust 
and refuse. 

" Come/' said he to Karl, as he saw him going 
towards the shed to grind the axe, ^Met me 
turn the grindstone for you. At least, I can do 
that." 

But turning the grindstone with Robert was, 
like everything else, o^ly another opportunity 
for teasing Karl. For a few minutes he turned 
very well; but soon he would either turn so 
slowly that the stone hardly moved, or else so 
furiously that the water flew off the edge of the 
axe, and Karl could not hold it down. 

Karl after a few turns lost his patience, and 
bade Robert stop. 

" Perhaps I could hold the axe better than I 
could grind," said Robert, demurely. " I do not 
exactly understand turning." 

But Karl did not wish any more of his help. 
He would not trust Robert with the axe. He 
knew that he would either hold the axe so as to 
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(Jnll instead of sharpen it, or else bear dolm so 
hard that he could not turn the stone. 

At first, little Mary liked Robert very much. 
He was so droll and amusing, and told such funny 
stories; and Karl felt hurt and grieved at the 
evident preference which she showed for the 
teasing boy. 

But Robert could not restrain his love of mis- 
chief long enough to win the affection of the 
child. He would begin to tell her the most 
entertaining and wonderful of stories, and when 
he saw her intensely interested, and listening 
with open mouth and fixed round eyes, he would 
stop suddenly, and no persuasion or entreaty 
could induce him to finish the narration. The 
people all died, or the end was torn out of his 
book, or he had forgotten the rest. 

He would sometimes draw a little for her, but 
would never complete the pictures as she wished 
to have them. He would put hideous heads cr four 
legs on to the little girls; make their eyes where 
their mouths ought to be, and their mouths in 
their foreheads ; draw houses upside down, and 
people coming out of the chimneys; trees with. 
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their roots in the air ; in shorty do just the thing 
to which the child most strongly objected ; and 
the little favor she had once shown was entirely 
withdrawn, one morning, when she found her 
Maltese kitten with its tail shaved in rings, and 
the for on its body cut in such a way that the 
cat looked as if she were covered with chestnut- 
burrs. 

She was sure that wicked Bobert had done it, 
and would not be appeased, notwithstanding he 
told her that it did not hurt puss any more to 
cut off her fur than it did her when her hair 
was cut, and that she looked all the better for 
the pains he had taken with her, and was much 
handsomer than she ever was before. His argu- 
ments were all wasted. 

She would no longer walk out with him unless 
Karl accompanied them, for Bobert either led 
her into some bog-hole or quagmire, or left her 
on the further side of some brook or ditch too 
wide for her to jump, or pretended to run away 
and leave her in some by-path in the woods. If 
he brought her anything, it was some object that 
he knew disgusted or frightened herj — some 
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little black or striped snake, harmless enough in 
itself, but hideous to Mary, just tied with a string 
around its middle, that it might squirm about 
freely; some great fat toad, or a bee wrapped 
up in a leaf and slyly held close to her ear ; and 
he spent half one morning finding a tree-toad 
that he heard in a tree, that he might have the 
pleasure of dropping the cold creature on her 
neck. 

The flowers that he -gathered for her were 
never selected for their beauty or their per- 
fume — rue, yarrow, burdock-burs, leaves of 
thistles or skunk's cabbage, mullein — anything 
disagreeable to the touch or smell. 

It was astonishing what an activity and variety 
of mischief was in the boy. Quick-sighted to an 
extraordinary degree, he saw a hundred things 
to do that a duller lad would never have noticed. 

He would gather clover and grass for the pigs, 
and when they came up to the trough to eat he 
would rap them over the nose with a stick, or, at 
the risk of falling into the sty himself, reach 
over and pull their dirty ears. The turkeys had 
no peace. When all other amusements failed, 
3 
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there was the old turkey-cock to be driven into 
a desperate rage^ by shaking a red rag before 
him, and imitating his furious gobble. 

One morning, as Robert was sitting in his own 
apartment, looking idly out of the window, he 
heard the voices of children at play in the next 
room. Mary and some half a dozen httle girls 
of her own age were playing " old man's castle,'' 
and their childish shouts and shrill laughter made 
the room ring. 

Mary had altogether avoided Robert lately. 
He thought he would just look in and see what 
they were doing; so he opened the door and 
stood still a moment, holding his hand on his 
head. 

'^ I 'm on the old man's land, and the old man 
an't at home," shouted the children, as they ran 
to and fro. Mary was the " old man," and, busy 
in pursuing the intruders on her domains, did not 
see Robert at first ; but, as she turned towards 
him, she said, " I wish you would go away, 
Robert ; we do not want you here while we are 
playing." 

" No, I suppose not," said Robert, still keeping 
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his hand on his head;'" but you do not know 
what you are doing, you naughty children I " 

The little group stopped their merriment, and 
looked at him in surprise. 

" I have such a dreadful headache," continued 
he, "and you have made such a terrible noise 
that you have driven me crazy I I don't know 
what I am doing. I shall throw myself out of 
the window, and if I am killed it will all be your 
fault, you wicked children 1 " And, without hesita- 
tion, he walked to the open window, and threw 
•liimself from it 

The children, horror-struck and shrieking, ran 
to the window, expecting to see Robert stretched 
nearly dead on the grass below. But the cun- 
ning rogue was hanging by his hands to the 
window-ledge, while his feet rested on the blind 
below. As he saw the little group of horrified 
faces peering at him, he burst into a loud laugh, 
made a hideous grimace, and, swinging himself 
on to the spout, slid down, and ran away. 

* I " said Mary, " it is just like Robert. He 
is al\;( ays doing something to plague or frighten 
me, I 'm glad he is gone," 



Digitized by 



Google 



28 KARL EIEGLEB. 

Robert sauntered to the bam, where he foand 
Karl currying Brown Bess, a beautiful mare, the 
pet of all the household. 

" Should you like to go fishing, Karl ? " asked 
he. " Mr. Grafton says we may take a boat, and 
be gone till dinner-time, if we please." 

" 0, yes," said Karl ; " wait a few minutes, till 
I have finished Bess, and then I will go. In the 
mean time you can dig the bait, if you are in a 
hurry. Take the hoe, and under that pile of 
brush you will find plenty of worms. Here are 
two tin cups to put them in, — one for you, and 
the other for me,—- and while you are doing 
that I will get some lines ready." 

Robert took the cups and hoe, and was soon 
busy turning over the earth in search of worms. 
At every stroke of the hoe he uncovered long, 
wriggling, red earth-worms, all of which he care- 
fully put into the cup he intended for himself, 
while KarPs he as carefully filled with sticks 
and earth. 

" I am all ready now," said Karl, coming out 
of the bam with two fishing-poles on his shoul- 
ders. 
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" Wait a mihute," said Robert, " till I get my 
gun ; perhaps we shall see some birds." 

The boys soon reached the pond, and pushed 
off from the shore. The sky was clear and 
cloudless, and the water just ruflSed by the 
breeze. The shores were green with the luxu- 
riant freshness of summer,, and the great white 
water-lilies opened wide their fragrant blossoms 
to the morning sun.' 

Robert was soon tired of rowing. 

"Let us stop here, Karl," said he. "ITmow 
there is plenty of fish here ; I can see them 
swimming by the boat." 

"No," replied Karl, "it is not a good sign 
when you can see the fish ; — they can see you,' 
and won't bite. Further down the pond is a bet- 
ter place." 

" Never mind," said Robert ; " I 'm tired, and 
mean to stop here ; so here goes ;" and he flung 
over the anchor. 

Robert baited his hook, and watched Karl as 

he fumbled over the earth in his cup to find a 

woim. Karl soon comprehended the trick, and, 

tossing the dirt and sticks overboard, seized 

8* . ' 
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Robert's cup, and helped himself to the largest 
share of the bait. 

But it was as Karl said, — the fish would not 
bite. They could be plainly seen darting around 
and under the boat — flat-fish, shiners, red perch, 
horned pout, with now and then a nimble pick- 
erel ; but they were either not hungry, or were 
too knowing to be caught by a hook and a worm. 
Great, long-bodied flies, with beautiful red or 
blue gauzy wings, lighted upon the lines, or hov- 
ered over the water. 

"We have staid here long enough," said 
Robert. " I have not had even a nibble." He 
took up his line, and began to pull up the anchor. 

"Will you row a little while by yourself, 
Karl ? " asked he ; "I Ve hurt my hand." 

Karl was a strong, stout rower ; he could row 
cross-handed, and . send the little boat flying 
across the water. He took both oars, and began 
to pull -vigorously. What was the matter ? The 
wind was against him, but it was very light. 
Karl never found it so hard to row ; he pulled 
steadily for more than five minutes, and yet they 
seemed hardly to have moved. All at once the 
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truth flashed upon him : he was rowing with the 
anchor down I Robert had dropped it over slyly 
when he saw Karl take the oars. 

" Come, Robert," said Karl, angrily, " I '11 have 
no more of this nonsense ; you must stop playing 
your tricks upon me. I shall row no more 
unless you do." 

Robert drew up the anchor, and took one of 
the oars. He did not like to provoke Karl 
beyond a certain point. Just then the attention 
of the boys was attracted by a large bird among 
the reeds and grass at the edge of the pond. It 
was a beautiful blue hofon, standing perfectly 
still on one of his long legs, calmly surveying 
the scene about him. 

" Look there, Karl ! " cried Robert. " Is n't he 
a splendid fellow ? Let us row gently up to him, 
and not frighten him, till I get near enough to 
shoot him. I '11 carry his skin home with me, 
and have it stuffed." 

"Better shoot him first," said Karl, phlegm- 
atically. 

The two boys began to row cautiously towards 
the bird. When they arrived within gun-shot. 
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Robert dropped the oar. The bird lazily spread' 
his large wings, almost violet-colored in the 
glancing sunh'ght, and with a few long, slow 
sweeps gained the other side of the pond, far 
out of the reach of Robert's gun. 

" Confound the fellow ! " cried Robert. " Look, 
now I he has lighted on the other shore. Come, 
Karl, let us row over there, and try to get 
another chance at him." 

" It is of no use," replied Karl ; " when you 
get there, he will be here, or yet further off. 
The heron is a shy bird, and it would take a 
better marksman than you are to hit him. We 
should only have to row back again." 

" If you won't help me row," said Robert, " I 
will scull over myself. I know I could hit him 
if I were near enough." 

He seized the oar, and, standing up in the boat, 
began to work with right good will; but by 
some mismanagement he lost his balance, and fell 
into the water. Karl could not help laughing 
when he saw Robert's dripping face as he rose at 
the side of the boat, and he asked him if when 
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be dived he did not mean to come up some- 
where near the heron. 

This question provoked Robert, and he deter- 
mined Karl should share his unpremeditated cold 
bath. So, while pretending to get into the boat, 
he dexterously overturned it, and in half a minute 
Karl was floundering in the water beside him. 
The shore was not far distant, and both boys 
could swim. They reached land in a few min- 
utes, but their dripping garments forced them to 
return to the house, instead of pursuing their 
morning diversion. 
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The next day, little Mary came to Karl with a 
shining face. " Mother says, Karl, you may go 
down to the mill-stream with me after flowers.*' 

"Can't I go, too?" asked Robert, who was 
standing by Karl. 

" Yes," answered Mary, " if you will be good, 
and behave well." 

"When, child, did I ever do otherwise than 
behave well ? " inquired he. 

"O, you know well enough what I mean, 
Robert. You know you are always doing some- 
thing that nobody likes, — something to plague 
us when we are having a good time. You can 
come, if you like." 

With this somewhat ungracious permission, 
Kt>bert followed Karl and Mary as they struck 
off through the pastures to the mill-stream. The 
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little mill-stream was the natural outlet of the 
pond, which was fed by the springs in the heart 
, of the great hiUs around it. It was once an idle, 
brawling stream, running at its own sweet wiU 
over the stones ; but in busy New England not 
even brooks are allowed to run idly to the sea, 
paying no other tribute than their own sweet 
murmur, and the brighter green which fringes 
their winding banks. Some thrifty man had 
dammed up the pretty stream, and forced it to 
turn a water-wheel; and the brook had forgot- 
ten its pleasant song in the noisy foam of its 
struggle against enforced work and unnatural 
boundaries. It frothed, and foamed, and roared 
its discontent, but the water-wheel went round 
and round. 

By the side of this stream Mary delighted to 
wander. Here grew all the beautiful flowers 
that love the water, from the white colt's-foot of 
the early spring to the fringed gentian of the 
late autumn; and now they found the scarlet 
cardinal-flower reddening the water with its re- 
flected brilliancy, the sweet-smelling cletra, and 
long wreaths of the starry clematis. 
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Little Mary clapped her hands with delight at 
each flower that Karl brought her, every new 
one seeming to hef childish eyes more beautiful 
than the last; and Robert, striving for once to 
please her, waded up and down the brook for the 
most beautiful spikes of cardinal-flower, inac- 
cessible by any other means. 

They followed the course of the stream till 
they reached the mill, — a large building, painted 
red, with a white binding round each window. 
The workmen had gone to dinner; the water- 
wheel was idle, and the mill deserted. 

The children entered the open door, and 
inspected the curious machinery, — the belts, 
the beams, and the cylinders. Little Mary had 
been there with Karl when the whole place 
seemed alive with its noise and motion. She 
could not understand why everything was so still 
and quiet now, and she assailed Karl with a hun- 
dred eager and curious questions. " But what 
makes it go? and why does it stop?" she still 
repeated. KarPs explanations had not explained 
anything to her, — possibly because he did not 
understand it himself. 
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Meanwhfle Robert had left them, and was 
Btrolling round the mill. An unlucky thought 
came into his head. He could do it; he had 
seen the men do it at his uncle's mill a hundred 
times. How frightened Mary and Karl would 
te at the sudden noise and whirl 1 He raised 
the gate, and set the water-wheel in motion. 
The wheel turned round ; the water frothed and 
foamed beneath it. Robert was running to the 
door of the mill, in order not to lose the effect 
of his anticipated surprise, when a piercing 
scream rang in his ears. 

While Robert was hoisting the gate, Karl, to 
explain more clearly to Mary, had laid his hand 
upon one of the belts. At the first revolution 
of the wheel his hand and arm were drawn in 
among the machinery. 

One of the workmen, unnoticed by the chil- 
dren, had been lying half asleep in one comer 
of the mill. At the sound of the wheel ho 
starred «t once. In an instant he saw Karl and 
the danger he was in. He ran to the door, and, 
seeing another workman near, he shouted to 
4 
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him, " Shut down the gate, qiiick, for heaven's 
sake 1 There is a boy caught in the mill 1 " 

The workman sprang to the gate; the mill 
was stopped. 

Robert was horror-struck at the sight of Karl. 
Pale as if he were dead, the great drops of 
sweat were standing upon his forehead; one 
arm entangled among the belts and bands, and 
his whole body drawn forward, as if the next 
turn of the wheel would whirl him over. 

The workmen tried to extricate the suffering 
boy. They cut away the belts, but the arm, alas ! 
could pot be withdrawn till a large beam had 
been sawn apart^ 

" We must have a cross-cut saw," exclaimed 
one of them. " Run, boy," continued he, turn- 
ing to Robert, "as quick, as you can, to Mr. 
Page's, in the lane. Carpenters are there at 
work. Ask two of them to come here with 
their cross-cut saw. Run 1 " 

Robert did not need any urging to quiekefi his 
pace ; KarPs pale face was enough for that. He 
ran till he was out of breath, and yet it seemed 
as if he only crawled. 
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The men were shingling the roof of the house. 
Robert could not make them hear, so weary and 
spent was he with running. After two unsuc- 
cessful attempts, in which he scarcely recognized 
the sound of his own voice, it was so hoarse and 
hollow, he seized a stone and threw it upon the 
roof. The carpenters turned round at the noi^e, 
and Robert made them understand what he 
wanted. 

They slid down, and, snatching their saws and 
hatchets, ran with all their speed; but Robert 
outstripped them all, and was first at the door of 
the mill 

There stood Karl, just as he had left him, with 
little Mary holding him by the other hand, her 
blue eyes, from which the great tears were roll- 
ing, fixed earnestly upon his face. 

The carpenters sawed like men who were 
working for life and death, and the noise of the 
saw, with only a few words spoken now and then, 
was all that could be heard. Robert watched 
the saw with straining eyes. It moved so fast, 
and yet it seemed as if the men had been work 
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ing there for years. The beam was almost sawo 
asunder. 

" We shall soon be through," said one of the 
carpenters. "That boy had better run to Mr. 
Grafton's, and tell him what has happened. They 
can send for the doctor, and have him there by 
the time we bring Karl." • 

This was a hard errand for Robert ; but, hard 
as it was, anything was better than to stand there 
idly and look at Karl. He ran along by the side 
of the stream, where they had walked so merrily 
but an hour before. He involuntarily slackened 
his pace as he drew near the house. How could 
he tell Mrs. Grafton what he had done? He 
wished he was in Karl's place, or, better yet, 
that he was dead I 

A glance at Robert's face told Mrs. Grafton 
that something had gone wrong, and she soon 
learned from his broken and self-reproachful 
words the cruel mischief he had so thoughtlessly 
done. 

While Mrs. Grafton, with trembling and busy 
hands, prepared a bed and bandages, Robert 
stood by the door, looking across the field at the 
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four men who were bringing Karl between them 
slowly towards the house, followed by little 
Mary, with the drooping, withered wild-flowers 
still clinging in her tangled curls. 

KarPs arm was not broken, but dreadfully 
crushed and bruised. The flesh was pressed 
away till the white bone showed, through the 
tightly-drawn skin. Robert sat on the stairs by 
the door of KarPs room while the doctor was 
examining the lacerated arm. He put his hands 
over his ears to shut out the dreadful groans 
which pain and suffering wrung from his wounded 
playfellow ; but remorse and grief he could not 
shut out from his heart. 

Little Mary crept close to his side, and the 
indignation she had first felt towards Robert 
melted into pity at the sight of his great sorrow. 

At last the examination was over, and the 
doctor came out of the chamber. Robert longed 
to speak to him, but dared not. All was so quiet 
now, a horrible thought came over him — that 
Karl was dead. 

Mary looked up into the doctor's face with a 
4* 
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wistful gaze. " Is Karl — '' she began ; but her 
voice trembled, and she ended in a sob. 

" Karl," said the doctor, " is very badly hurt ; 
t)ut I think we can save his arm, if he is kept 
quiet and does well ; but it will take a long time, 
and he must have the very best care. You must 
learn to be a good little nurse, for his sake." 

When Mrs. Grafton's painful duties in Karl's 
chamber were ended, and the boy was lying still 
under the effects of a powerful opiate, she found 
Robert in such a despairing state of mind, that, 
instead of reproaching him for what he had done, 
she pitied and consoled him. Had she done 
otherwise, no reprimand of hers could exceed in 
severity his own self-reproaches. 

" What shall I do ? " said Robert, giving way 
to a passionate burst of tears. " Karl will die, 
and it will be all my fault 1 " 

"We will hope for the best," replied Mrs. 
Grafton, though her own voice trembled a little. 
" Karl is young and strong, and the doctor thinks 
he will do well. That his great suffering is all 
your fault, Robert, I cannot deny ; and I hope the 
grief which you feel now will be a lesson which 
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you will never forget. You know how often 
you play tricks upon other people for your own 
amusement^ without thinking or caring what the 
consequences may be." 

" I shall never do so again, as long as I live," 
cried Robert. " But, if Karl dies, I am sure / 
shall ; and I know he will. I saw a man once 
that was caught in Uncle John's mill, and he did 
not live but three days 1 dear 1 " 

Mrs. Grafton thought a few minutes. " How 
much longer were you to stay with us, Robert ? " 

" Two weeks, ma'am." 

*' Should you like to stay here longer, and help 
me take care of Karl? You can do much to 
help us both, when he gets a little better." 

" 0, 1 would like to stay at least till Karl is 
better; though, perhaps," said Robert, " he would 
not like to have me come near him, when he 
knows that I set the mill a going. Does he 
know it now ? ?' 

" I cannot tell," replied Mrs. Grafton. " Since 
Karl was brought home, he has been in no con- 
dition to answer questions. But I know Karl 
too well to believe that he would feel unkindly 
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towards you, when he leams what you have 
done, and sees how sorry you are. If you wish 
to stay, you had better write to your father at 
once, and tell him all the circumstances, and ask 
him if you may remain with us till Karl is out of 
danger. Tell him that I desire it, and that you 
will be a real help to us." 

Leaving Robert to write his letter, Mrs. Graf- 
ton sought the bedside of the still sleeping Karl. 
The boy was sleeping a dull, heavy sleep, his 
eyelids but half drawn over his large blue eyes ; 
and every now and then a faint groan came from 
his half-opened lips, as if not even the poppy's 
magic power could qxiite charm away the dread- 
ful pain. Mrs. Grafton's tears, which she had 
kept back from Robert's sight, fell like rain, 
as she looked on the face of one she loved 
scarcely less than her own child. 

" My poor, good Karl I" murmured she. " It 
was too cruel 1" ^ 
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Meanwhile Robert, * cheered a little by the 
thought that he jeiight possibly be of service, and 
that there was something he could do, sat down 
to write his letter. But how should he begin, 
and what should he say ? He was a little afraid 
of his father, whose reproofs had hitherto been 
the only ones which had checked his innate love 
of mischief. How dared he tell him of this, — 
the most cruel in consequences, though not in 
intention, of any act that he had ever committed ? 
He made many attempts, and would have aban- 
doned the project altogether, had he not felt that 
the letter must be written, and written at once. 
It was as follows : 

" I am almost afraid, dear father, to write to 
yon and tell yon what I have done to-day. It 
frightens me when I think of it; but I am not 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



46 KARL KIEGLEB. 

half 80 frightened as I am sorry. There is a boj 
here about my own age, called KarL He, Mary 
Grafton, and I, went down by the mill-stream 
after flowers. We all went into the mill. The 
workmen had gone to dinner, and the mill was 
stopped. While Karl and Mary were in the mill, 
I went out, and looking round I saw the water- 
wheel. I thought I would hoist the gate, just as 
I had seen Pat Ryan do at Uncle John's, to 
frighten them. Somehow, — I don't know how, 
— Earl's arm was caught in the machinery, and 
hurt dreadfully. The workmen stopped the mill 
as soon as they could ; but they were so long in 
getting Karl out 1 They had to saw a great beam 
apart first. I thought I should die myself, he 
groaned so, and looked so pale. They brought 
him home on a plank. The doctor thinks he will 
get well, though it will take a long time to cure 
him. It is all my fault. They are all very kind 
to me, and don't scold me at all. I wish they 
would. I think I should feel better if they did. 
I know they love Karl as well as if he were their 
own child; and how they must feel to see him so 
crushed and bruised 1 Mrs. Grafton has been 
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talking with me, and she says, if you are willing, 
she would like to have me stay here till Karl is 
better. Can I stay? She thinks by and by I 
can help her in taking care of Karl. I think 
sometimes I should like to stay, and then again I 
feel as if I should like to go away somewheres 
where he can never see me again. I am sure he 
must hate me now, if he did not. before. I have 
done nothing but plague him ever since I have 
been here ; and to-day I have done him such cruel 
harm, he can never forgive me, and I am afraid 
nobody else, either." 

Robert's letter ended here. The page was not 
" fairly writ." Here and there, in spite of his 
efforts, it was blistered with tears. He felt 
relieved when it was finished; — so much, at least, 
was done. His father knew all. 

An answer came in due time. If Robert 
thought he should feel better for a scolding, and 
wanted one, his father's letter left him nothing 
to desire. It was severe and unsparing. He 
reproached him bitterly and sternly for his cruel 
and. thoughtless behavior. Stay? Most cer- 
tainly he ought, and should. He had no right to 
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leave Earl while he needed any help that he could 
give. He had no business to run away from the 
pain and suffering his own wicked mischief had 
caused, because it grieved him to see it. If his 
presence was disagreeable to Earl, then he was 
to stay and do all that he could for him, and the 
other members of the household, without intrud- 
ing himself into the sick room; and he charged 
him not to let Earl want anything which he 
could procure for him. 

And Robert stayed, though the first weeks of 
Earl's sickness were dreadful both to him and all 
the femily. Stupid under opium, or wildly deliri- 
ous from pain. Earl did not recognize the most 
familiar faces around him. He wandered in a 
vague and misty land of dreams, haunted by 
phantoms or long-forgotten faces. He talked 
wildly of his mother and the little Christine — 
of the sea, and his old home. He toiled again 
over the dusty road, a little beggar, footsore and 
weary; or he carried Mary, onciB more a baby, in 
his arms, through the pleasant woods and sunny 
pastures, seeking and finding all beautiful things 
to adorn and please his pet. 
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During these days and nights of pain, Mrs. 
Grafton did not allow Robert to be much with 
Karl. The few hours that he stayed with him 
took '^ the rose out of his cheek/' and made him 
look haggard and care-worn. She pitied his 
remorae and grief, and sent him away into the 
fields and woods with little Mary, — now no longer 
afraid of Robert, — under pretence of keeping 
Earl quiet 

Robert no longer teased or annoyed Mary. 
He strove hard to please and amuse her; but he 
was not EarL He did not know where the 
prettiest flowers grew, or where the most shady 
places in the woods were, or where to look for 
berries or bird's nests ; and her childish expres- 
sions of regret and sorrow for her sick friend 
often added a new bitterness to Robert's grief. 
The mill-stream was shunned by them both. J^ 
They never turned their steps that way, in all 
their rambles. 

Meanwhile, Earl gradually improved. His 

fever left him, and he once more knew the faces 

of those about him. Little Mary could hardly 

believe he was Earl, with his hollow eyes, wasted 

5 
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cheeks, and tangled hair. She wondered why ho 
seemed so weak, and cried so often. When he 
was well, he never cried. He only laughed when 
he pounded his fingers, or hurt himself. 

Now came Robert's turn to take care of him. 
He was an unskilful and awkward nurse. He 
would forget to step lightly, and shut the doors 
carefully ; and was weary of the long hours when 
he had to sit quietly by the bedside, hardly daring 
to move, lest he should disturb him. 

Then how peevish, impatient, and unreasonable, 
Karl was ! He did not seem to think that Robert 
could ever be tired of running up and down 
stairs for him. If he wished for anything, he 
could not wait a moment Robert must get it at 
once ; and when he brought it, it seldom suited 
him. It looked or tasted differently from what 
he had imagined that it would. 

Poor Robert 1 he did not know till then what 
power sickness and pain have over us all, even 
the strongest, and what a long, tedious time it 
takes to get well. He was discouraged when ho 
saw Karl apparently no better from day to day ; 
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and he wondered if he would ever jump and 
whistle again. 

Mary, with her light step and gentle touch, 
was a better nurse. She brought, every morn- 
ing, the beautiful, delicate morning-glories, red, 
white, and blue, from the vines which Karl had 
planted and trained for her, and laid them on 
th^ bed beside him, that he might see them when 
he waked. 

She gathered the wild grapes, white and pur- 
ple, from the low-hanging vines for him, and their 
strong, wild taste and smell' brought back to 
Karl all the happy autumn days he had spent in 
gathering them ; and with these she brought the 
first red leaves of the woodbine and the maple, 
and the last asters and fringed gentians. 

She coaxed the latest hatched brood of chickens 
into her apron, and carried them into his room, 
that he might see how prettily their feathers 
were speckled, and which looked the most like 
the old favorite mother-hen. With the subtle 
instinct of her sex, she seemed to know intui- 
tively what would please and amuse him. 

^ Robert," said Karl, one day, " will you read 
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to me ? I think the time would not seem so long, 
if I could hear something." 

" 0, yes, " said Robert, who, for his own part, 
did not think much of reading as ^n amusements 
'' What shaU I read ? " 

"I don't know," replied Karl. "Thete are 
only three books in the house. Yon can read 
out of Cook's Yoyages, though I have read the 
book a great many times. I wish we had some 
new book." 

"I have two prime books in my trunk/' 
said Robert, "the only books that- 1 know of 
that are worth sitting down to read. Perhaps 
you will like one of those." 

" What are they ? " asked Karl. 

" Robinson Crusoe, and Arabian Nights' Enter- 
tainment," replied Robert. " I will go and get 
one, and see if you don't like it." 

Robert soon returned with Robinson Crusoe ; 
and he, Karl, and little Mary, soon forgot every- 
thing around them in the recital of the f^ci- 
nating story. Robert grew so hoarse that he 
could hardly articulate, and the waning daylight 
almost deepened into darkness before his spells 
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bound auditors were willing that he should 
stop. 

Now the. days fled swiftly away with them all. 
They spent hours with Robinson and Friday on 
the desert island, or wandered with Aladdin 
through gardens dazzling with jewels, or plodded 
wearily along with Sinbad bearing the old man 
upon his shoulders, or passed the night at the 
cafes of the East with disguised caliphs and long- 
bearded followers of Mahomet. A new world, 
wondrous, glittering', and marvellous^ was opened 
to them aU. Earl was enchanted into forgetting 
all weakness and pain. 
6* 
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The beautifdl warm days of the Indian sum- 
mer were fast passing away. With his arm in a 
sliDg, Karl was now able to walk out in the pleas- 
ant sunshine with his two friends. The blue 
soft haze hung over the distant hills, and the dry 
leaves rustled under their slow footsteps. They 
paused often to rest, and the world never seemed 
so fair and beautiful to Karl as now. 

They all felt a little sad, for Robert's father 
had written to him to CDme home. Karl could 
do very well without him now, and Robert must 
go back to school. With returning health, Karl 
had learned to appreciate Robert's care and 
attention, and how could he do without him? 
Who would read to him, help him to dress, or 
play backgammon or checkers with him ? 

" I am sorry you are going home," said little 
Mary, with her usual childish candor. " I thiiiV 
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you are a great deal better and pleasanter than 
you were when you came here. You were 
always plaguing me then. You don't do so 
now." 

Robert did not answer. He felt half ashamed 
to think how often he was tempted, even now, 
to play some mischievous trick upon Mary, not- 
withstanding the hard lesson he had received. 
Bad habits are not cured all at once. It takes as 
much time and patience to teach ourselves as to 
teach others. 

" I wish you could stay all winter," continued 
she. ^' Karl and I have such good times coasting I 
and then he skates, and draws me after him on 
the ice." 

" I wish so, too," said Robert. " I should like 
it a great deal better than going to school — a 
new school too, where I don't know a single 
fellow — where I hear the boys have to study 
like blazes. I know I shan't like it, and that is 
one reason why I shall have to go. I suppose 
father thinks that I shall " 

Robert hesitated. " Come,"- said he, abruptly, 
^' let us go back to the house. I must pack my 
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trunk now, or I shan't be ready for the* afternoon 
train ; " and they sauntered slowly back to the 
tavern. 

An hour afterwards, while Karl was lying down 
to rest himself, after his unusual exertion, Bobeii 
entered the room with the Robinson Crusoe ajqfl 
Arabian Nights in his hand. 

" I will leave these for you, Karl, if you would 
like them," said he, holding up the books. " They 
will help amuse you, now that you can read 
yourself." 

" 0, yes, Robert," answered Karl. " I should 
like them of all books in the world. . Shan't you 
want them yourself? " * * 

" No. Some other time, if I wish, I can buy 
them again. But what book is this ? " inquired 
he. " I never saw this before ; " and^ he took up 
the little Bible which lay on the bed beside Karl. 
"A German Bible," continued he, turning over 
the leaves carelessly, so that the fluttering^yellow 
letters fell on to the bed. " How came you by 
this?" • •' 

" It is one which my mother brought with her^ 
when she came here." 
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" Tour mother ? Who was she ? " 

" That is the very thing I want to know/' said 
Karl. " I wish I could read German ; then per- 
haps I could find out something from those 
letters. I suppose they are German, too ? " 

*' I don't know," said Robert, taking up one 
and looking at it. * I can't tell written German. 
I only know that is a German Bible, because I 
have seen one before. You never tqld me your 
mother was a German. I always thought that 
you were some relation of Mrs. Grafton. An't 
you?" 

" No," said Karl. " I came here, some years 
ago, a little ragged boy, with my mother and sister. 
Mrs. Grafton took us in, and mother and Christine 
died here, a few days after we came. Mrs. Graf- 
ton kept me, and has been as kind to me as if 
I were her own son. I can't remember much 
about my mother, and these things are all I 
have that belonged to her. This is some of her 
hair; "And Karl held up a long lock of soft brown 
hair, which had fallen from the Bible with the 
letters. 

Bobert looked at it a moment^ and then said, 
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" Karl, if you will trust me with the letters, I 
will take them with me to school. Perhaps some 
fellow there can read German. If I can find 
one, he shall translate them into English for you ; 
and if not, I will either get somebody else to do 
it, or learn German myself. At any rate, you 
shall know all that can be known from them." 

Earl's eyes, as well as his lips, thanked Rob- 
ert. 

" 0, yes, Robert. Take them with you. I 
should be so glad to know what they say, though 
perhaps it may not be, after all, what I wish to 
know." 

Robert gathered up the letters. One thing 
weighed heavily upon his mind. Since he was 
hurt, Karl had never alluded to his accident at 
the mill. Robert had often wondered whether 
Karl knew that he had set the water-wheel in 
motion. But he had never dared ask the question. . 
Naturally frank and open-hearted, he could not 
go away without ascertaining what Karl knew 
about it. 

He did not like to look at him, but while 
bending over the bed he asked, in a low tone,* 
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" Did you ever know, Karl, who set the mill going, 
when your arm was hurt ? " 

" Yes," said Karl. "I heard one of the men tell 
the carpenters who were sawing the beam." 

Robert's face grew very red. " I never men^ 
tioned it to any one," continued Karl, " because 
I pitied you so much. I knew you would feel a 
great deal worse than I did. I saw your face 
when you came back with the carpenters, and I 
have heard jiou cry a great many times, when 
you sat by my bedside, and thought I was 
asleep." 

Robert was in great danger of crying again. 
"Don't think anything about it, Robert. I am 
almost well now, and if it had not been for this 
you and I would not have been such good friends 
as we are now." 

" Good-bye, Karl," said Robert. " I hear the 
stage coming ; " and, thrusting the letters into his 
pocket, he gave Karl a hearty shake of the hand, 
and ran out of the room to hide the tears which 
he felt starting from his eyes. 

Little Mary stotd on the piazza watching the 
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last wave of Robert's handkerchief, as the stage 
disappeared over the brow of the hill. 

Both she and Earl sadly missed Robert, and 
in his absence their imagination and affection 
endowed him with many amiable and endearing 
qualities which he never possessed. Earl im- 
proved rapidly, now that he was able to take exer- 
cise in the open air. His arm was weak and stiff, 
but otherwise he was well ; and by the warm, 
blazing fire, on the cool, frosty nights, he read 
over again to Mary the wonderful stories which 
had delighted them all, and both sighed for 
Robert 
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Mb. Gbafton was what New EnglanderB^call 
a shiftless man. The whole aspect of his 
house and fitrm betrayed this. All was neg- 
ligence and slovenly disorder. With abundance 
of material for comfort and prosperity, he had 
but very little of either. Nothing was in the 
right place, or done at the right time. Mrs. 
Grafton strove to remedy this as much as lay in 
her power. But her prudence, economy, and fore- 
thought, did not always avail to repair the losses 
which his want of order and thrift occasioned. 
Mr. Grafton was always in debt, and in want of 
money. 

One frosty evening, Mrs. Grafton, Karl, and 

Mary, were sitting together around *the fire. 

Karl was busy parching com in the old brass 

warming-pan ; Mary fondling her good pussy, — 

6 
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whose far being grown, looked once more like a 
decent kitten, — and waiting impatiently for the 
com to pop. Mrs. Grafton sat on the other side 
of the fireplace, cutting long strips of various- 
colored woollen cloth for a rag-mat. 

" I wonder what keeps Mr. Grafton so late to- 
night," said Mrs. Grafton, looking up from her 
work. 

Just then they heard Brown Bess in the yard, 
and the voice of Mr. Grafton calling Karl to 
come and take the horse. Mr. Grafton was in 
unusual spirits. He laughed and joked with the 
children, and ate a supper which the frosty air 
and his long ride alone could have accounted for. 

After supper, he produced his pocket-book, 
well filled with bank-notes. ^* Look here, Wife," 
said he, holding it up to her. ^'An't I a lucky 
man? You know that note of Stanton's &lls 
due next week, and I was thinking where on 
earth I should get the money to pay it, when 
this morning I received a note from Lawyer 
Craft, telling me that he was appointed executor 
of a will in which there was a small legacy left 
to me, and that he was ready to pay it when 
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ever I chose to caD for it. I drove over to his 
office, good twenty miles, and back, and here I 
have it now — enough to pay Stanton, and a 
Kttle more beside. If it had not been for this, I 
should have had to sell Brown Bess and the 
oxen." 

Little Mary opened her round eyes in astonish- 
ment that any possible misfortune could have 
made her father ever think of selling Bess. 

"Come, Karl, light the lantern," continued 
Mr. Grafton. " I noticed Bess went lame coming 
home. Something is the matter with her right 
fore-foot. I must see what it is. I must be 
away right early in the morning." 

Karl followed Mr. Grafton into the bam. The 
source of Bess' lameness was soon discovered 
in a small stone which had worked under the 
shoe. 

" Good horse I " said Mr Grafton, stroking the 
nose which Bess thrust against his hand, in a 
friendly manner — "good horse 1 How many 
oats did you give her^ Karl ? " 

Karl answered. 

^ Well^ she must have a few more. She came 
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home like a bird — as fresh the last mile as the 
first ; " and Mr. Grafton, taking the measure, went 
to the grain-chest for an extra allowance for his 
favorite. 

Early the next morning, Mr. Grafton harnessed 
Brown Bess, and drove off towards the neighbor- 
ing town. He had not proceeded far before he 
discovered his pocket-book was missing. H^ 
felt in all his pockets, and examined the bottom 
of the wagon. He could not find it. Could he 
have left it at home? He drove back slowly, 
looking carefully along the road to see if he 
could possibly have dropped it by the way. 

Attracted by the noise of the wheels, Mary 
ran to the door. " Why, mother 1 " cried she, 
" here comes father back again. I wonder what 
the matter is." 

The reason of his return was soon explained, 
and every member of the household was busy 
searching for the lost pocket-book. Mr. Grafton 
could distinctly remember thrusting it into his 
pocket before he and Karl went to the bam 
together to look at Bess' foot. 

Every inch of ground was careftiUy gone over; 
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and every place, probable and improbable, looked 
in. The clusters of old burdocks, pig-weed, and 
Roman wormwood, around the bam, were shaken, 
bent down, and peered into by curious eyes. 

Mary, in her anxiety to find it, looked over all 
the bundles of old cloth that her mother had 
been using the night before, emptied the rag- 
bag, and even peeped into the warming-pan, 
where Karl had parched the corn. 

But all was of no use. Brown Bess stood at 
the door harnessed, two hours, ready to start as 
Roon as the pocket-book could be found; and wate 
at last led back, reluctantly, to the stable. 

After recalling, for the hundredth time, every 
circumstance which had taken place since he had 
had the money in his hand, Mr. Grafton sat down 
to write an advertisement of the pocket-book, to 
post up in the village store and his own bar- 
room, while Karl and Mary wandered restiiessly 
about, looking where they had looked a dozer 
times before, and where they knew the pocket- 
book was not, in hopes that they might find it. 

Three days passed away; and, notwithstand- 
ing the notices, no clue could be obtained to the 
6* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



66 KABL KIE6LER. 

lost money. Mr. Grafton was troubled and des- 
ponding. Brown Bess and the oxen must be 
sold, after alL Little Mary dreamed of the 
pocket-book by night, and in the day-time wished 
she had Aladdin's ring or lamp, that she might 
make the slaves who served Uie happy possessor 
of those magic treasures return or replace the 
lost money. 

Mr. Grafton sat, one afternoon, writing a letter 
to young Mr. Cunningham, who had long wished 
to purchase Brown Bess, but whom, until now, 
money could not buy, telling him that the mare 
was for sale, and that he might have the refusal 
of her, when Mr. Smith, the neighboring village 
storekeeper, came in, and wished to know if he 
could see Mr. Grafton a few minutes alone. 

"Certainly," said Mr. Grafton, rising, and 
leading the way to an empty room. 

Mr. Smith followed, and, seating himself, hes- 
itated a moment, like a man whp -has some 
unpleasant business, upon which he does not like 
to enter. 

'*Have you heard anything of your pocket- 
book ? " asked he. 
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"No," said Mr. Grafton, — "not a word. I 
must sell Brown Bess and the oxen. Do you 
know anybody in the village that wants to buy 
a likely pair of oxen, young and well broken?" 

" I don't think of anybody just now," was the 
reply. " I '11 just mention it, though, and stick a 
notice up in the store, if you will write one. I 
suppose you want to sell right off ? " 

"Yes," said Mr. Grafton. "I want to make 
up some money in three days*" 

The conversation came to a full stop. At last, 
Mr. Smith began again. " Was the money that 
you lost in bank-bills ? " 

" Te.s," was the reply. 

" Can you tell what bills they, were, and on 
what bank?" 

"I have been trying to think, since I lost 
them," said Mr. Grafton, " and I can remember 
all but about twenty dollars." 

"Were there any oh the Brighton Bank?" 
inquired Mr. Smith. 

" Yes. I know I had a three-dollar bill on that 
bank. I remember it particularly, because it was 
the only new bill that I had." 
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Mr. Smith ftimbled in his pocket, and, drawing 
out an old leathern purse, took from it a crisp 
three^ollar bill, on the Brighton Bank. 

"There," said he. " I took that bill from the 
boy that lives here — Karl, I believe his name 
is. He bought a sled of me, and paid me in that. 
I thought it was strange he should have so much 
money at this time ; so I have just stepped over 
to mention it to you." 

" I am glad you did, Mr. SmitL It is very 
strange. I don't know how Eatl could have 
come by the bill; but I don't think he would 
take my money. I have always thought him 
perfectly honest, and fit to be trusted with any- 
thing. I hope you will not mention it to any- 
body for a few days, and I will keep an eye on 
him. If he should spend any more money at 
your store, I hope you will let me know. 

" 0, yes," said Mr. Smith, rising to go. " Tou 
don't think it is your bill, then ? I thought the 
boy would be confounded green to try and pass 
it so soon, and so near home ; but, then, I supposed 
he was some thick-headed chap, that did not 
know ahy better." 
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And Mr. Smith left the house. 

In spite of his assertions of Karl's innocence, 
Mr. Grafton's suspicions were awakened. He 
remembered that Karl was the only person who 
had had any opportunity to take the pocket-book 
from him, if it had been stolen. In the bam, 
while stooping down over the mare's shoe, Karl 
might easily have taken it from his pocket, with- 
out attracting his attention. He endeavored to 
banish such an idea from his mindt Karl's whole 
life and conduct, during the many years he had 
been with him, forbade such a thought. But, then, 
how came Karl by the money? — a bill, too, 
exactly like one he had lost. 

Then how truly troubled and grieved the boy 
seemed to be at his loss I How long and patiently 
he had searched for himl That might be, how- 
ever, only as a blind. He might have been 
willing to assist others in the search, knowing 
very well that none of them would be success- 
ful. But to pass the bill so near home — Karl 
certainly would never be so stupid as to do that, 
unless he thought that Mr. Grafton could not 
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remember, and so would be tmable to identify his 
money. 

The longer Mr. Grafton thought about it; the 
more troubled and perplexed he grew, and at last 
he confided the whole affair to his wife. Mrs. 
Grafton, with a woman's unhesitating belief in 
the. innocence of those she loyes, indignantly 
discredited the whole story. The circumstance 
of EarPs passing the bill she acknowledged was 
suspicious, but she had no doubt he could explain 
it satisfiictorily. She had never known Karl tell 
a lie ; then why not ask him about it? 

Mr. Grafton was more cautious. He hesitated. 
Perhaps he did not wish Karl to know he thought 
he could be a thief. Then, if Karl had bought 
a sled, what had he done with it ? He went away 
yesterday, and even said he had been to Mr. 
Smith's, but had brought nothing back with him. 

Could Mr.- Smith have mistaken the boy ? That 
was not probable. Karl did not look like a Yan- 
kee boy, with his square shoulders, broad &ce, 
jarge light-blue eyes, wide mouth, and almost 
fellow hair. 

Karl had not seemed quite so gay and light- 
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hearted as usual, within the last few days. 
Neither had little Mary. But in both cases they 
had attributed their seriousness partly to the 
sympathy which tl\p children felt in the troubles 
and perplexities of their elders, and partly to the 
grief which both felt at the approaching parting 
with Brown Bess ; for they knew both the mare and 
the oxen would be sold before the week was out. 

Mr. and Mrs. Grafton were sitting by the 
flickering fire, talking low and earnestly. The 
candle had not been lighted, and the greater part 
of the large kitchen was in shadow. Earl, un- 
noticed by them, in his usual quiet manner had 
entered the room, and was about to approach 
the fire, and seat himself at his usu^ winter- 
evening occupation of carving men and animals 
out of pieces'of soft-pine wood, when he caught 
the sound of his own name coupled with a 
strange epithet. 

He stopped short, and listened. It needed but 
a few words from Mr. Grafton to make him un- 
derstand the subject of the conversation, and 
the suspicions which were entertained concern- 
ing him. 
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They thought him; then^ a thief 1 

Without waiting to hear Mrs. Grafton's indig- 
nant protestations of his innocence, he opened 
the door noiselessly, went out into the barn, and, 
seating himself in the hay-mow, wept bitter, 
burning tears of grief and anger. 
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How long Karl remained in this situation, he 
did not know. It was quite dark in the barn, 
and nothing was to be heard but the noise which 
the cattle made, as they ate and stamped in their 
stalls. 

When the first violence of his indignation and 
grief had subsided, Karl began to consider 
whether he had not better go to Mrs. Grafton at 
once, and teU her that he had overheard Mr. 
Grafton's, conversation with her, and deny the 
accusation which some unknown person had 
made against him, or whether he should wait 
until the subject was mentioned to him, when 
the barn-door opened, and Mr. Grafton entered, 
with a lantern in his hand, followed by little 
Mary. 

Karl drew back into the shadow, and kept 
7 
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perfectly quiet. He did not care to be seen by 
either of them with the traces of recent tears on 
his cheeks. 

" Karl ! Karl ! " called Mr. Grafton. 

There was no answer. 

" I can't think where the boy is to-night. I 
have looked for him everywhere," continued he. 

" I have not seen him since he brought in the 
milk, after supper," said Mary. " I want him to 
come in, for he promised to make me a little 
wooden rabbit to-night, if he could find a good 
piece of vood." 

" Well, if we can't find him," replied Mr. Grat 
ton, "you and I will have to feed the cattlie. 
Stay ! I hear somebody driving into the yard. 
Wait a minute here, Mary, while I go and see 
who it is." 

Mr. Grafton set the lantern down upon the 
floor, and went out. Mary was not at all afraid 
at being left alone in the bam. She had spent 
too many happy hours there with Karl, while ho 
was at work, and was too familiar with all the 
animals, and too fond of them, to feel at all timid 
in their society. 
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The lantern on the floor made strange and 
tincouth shadows. The rakes, the hoes, the 
pitchforks, and the harnesses, all seemed mon- 
strous and unfamiliar ; while the hay-mow, and the 
upper and fiirther part of the bam, were in com- 
plete darkness. 

The horse neighed, the cattle lowed, and the 
pigs undejneath the barn grunted and squealed. 
Mary stood still for a few moments where her 
fiither had left her. 

He did not return ; and she, tired of waiting 
and doing nothing, began to feed her fikvorites. 
She brought corn-stalks and carrots for the 
oxen, who thrust out their great rough tongues, 
and took them from her hands. She stroked 
their hairy sides, and called them by their names. 

But Brown Bess claimed and received the 
larger share of her attention. She edged herself 
a little way into the stall, the mare standing on 
one side and making room for her, as if she were 
an accustomed visitor, and, turning her head 
round as far as her halter would permit, rubbed 
her nose against the child's hand, as if she ex 
pected some choice morsel for herself. 
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" Ah I Bess," said the child, " are you teasing 
for an apple ? " 

She produced one from her pocket. Bess 
seized it, and expressed her thanks in a short 
neigh. The apple did not last long, and Mary's 
hand received another shove, as a gentle hint for 
a second. 

" Ah 1 poor Bess," said Mary, stroking her 
nose, and handing her another apple, '' that is the 
only one you can have. I hope where you go 
they will be kind to you, and give you as many 
apples as you can eat. dear I to think you 
must gol You will never find anybody that 
loves you half as much as I do ! " And she stroked 
and patted the mare, and called her by many a 
caressing name. 

" I wonder why father does not come back," 
said Mary, continuing to talk to Bess, as if she 
understood her perfectly — as, indeed, the bright, 
intelligent eyes of the mare might have induced 
an older person than Mary to believe. " Perhaps 
I can get good Bess something to eat." 

Mary left the stall, and, taking up the lantern, 
went to the bin where the grain was kept. The 
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cover was, fortunately, raised; for, had it not 
been, Mary's strength would not have been suf- 
ficient to have lifted it, for the bin was large, long, 
and deep. She took up the wooden measure stand- 
ing beside it, and leaned over the bin to fill it 
with oats. The floor of the barn was slippery with 
hay-seed and dried straws. Mary's feet flew up 
as she leaned over, and she tumbled head fore- 
most into the bin, uttering a sUght scream. 

All this time, Karl had been watching Mary 
from his hiding-place ; and when he saw her fall 
into the bin, he sprang from the hay-mow, and, 
seizing her by her feet, dragged her out, 

" Why, Karl, is that you ? " said Mary, as soon 
as she had recovered herself. " How lucky you 
happened to come just at this time I I do not 
know how I should ever have got out myselfj 
for I went in face first." 

She began to shake the oats from her hair and 
dress. "How the oats prick!" said she. "They 
are all down my neck I Come, you can fill tlia • 
measure, now." 

« Where is it ? " asked KarL 

" In the bin, I suppose," said Mary. " I had 
7* 
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it in my hand when I tumbled in. I will hold 
the lantern while you stir over the oats, and 
then you can see it." 

Mary took the lantern from the floor and held 
it up, while Karl leaned over the bin. He saw 
a dark object among the oats at the further corner 
of the chest. He took hold of it, and pulled out, 
not the measure, but the lost pocket-book 1 

" Look here, Mary !" cried Karl. " See what I 
have found ! " and he held the pocket-book up, 
with a triumphant fiice. 

" 0, an't you glad, Karl ? Now Bess won't 
have to be sold ! " And Mary jumped about in 
an ecstasy of delight, swinging the lantern to and 
fro, till everything in the barn seemed to reel 
about in the uncertain light, like a landscape 
seen through the eyes of a drunken man. 

Karl was even more glad than Mary to find 
the lost money, though he did not tell her why. 
He gave Mary the pocket-book, and told her to 
carry it into the house, while he finished feeding 
the cattle. 

Mary ran in, and was busy telling the story to 
he : mother, when Karl entered the kitchen. — 
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^' And when Karl looked in the bin, he saw — 0, 
here comes father!" cried she, interrupting her- 
self. "Father! guess what we have found!" But 
she could not wait for him to answer, but instant- 
ly held up the lost pocket-book. " Karl found it 
•n the bin 1 " 

" Well, I declare 1 " said^Mr. Grafton. " Who 
would have thought it? It must have slipped 
out of my pocket when I went to feed Bess, the 
very night that I came home ; and I suppose I 
f-tirred it under the oats, the next morning, when 
I started off before it was fairly light. It is 
lucky you found it to-night, for Mr. Cunningham 
will be over to-morrow, and I should have sold 
him Bess, as sure as fate." 

And Mr. Grafton sat down to count the money. 
It was all there — even ike three-dollar bill on 
the Brighton Bank. 

Mrs. Grafton's delight at the recovery of the 
lost money was greater even than that of Mr. 
Grafton and the children. She could not bear to 
think that anybody could, even for a moment, 
entertain a suspicion of KarPs honesty. And 
now that the pocket-book, with all its contents^ 
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had been found, she felt sure that Mr. Smith had 
mistaken Earl, and that he had passed no three^ 
dollar bill at his store. 

But in this conclusion she was wrong. Karl 
had passed a bill at the store, as Mr. Smith had 
said. But that was Earl's secret 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Leaving Karl and Mary comfortably seated by 
tue kitchen fire, one engaged in manufacturing a 
wooden rabbit with most surprising ears, and 
the other busy watching the progress of its 
formation, we will look after Robert Wilson. 

Robert had been some weeks at school. It 
was not such a dreadful school, after all, as he 
had anticipated. The teachers, though strict, 
were kind. They never forgot that they had 
been boys once themselves, and the remembrance 
of their own childhood made them sympathize 
with the children under their care. 

And if there were hours of hard study, there 
were hours of play as well, in which teachers 
and scholars both joined with hearty good will ; 
and Robert, though he had felt lonesome at first, 
soon became contented and merry. 
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Studying was always hard work for him. He* 
wished there was not quite so much of that, and 
a little more play — especially on good, bright, 
sunny days, when it seemed such a shame to be 
sitting in a school-room, bending over a stupid 
book, when all nature invited him out of doors. 
Why could not boys play all the time, as well as 
grasshoppers and butterflies ? ^ 

Robert had not forgotten his friends at the 
tavern ; and one pleasant afternoon, when all the 
other boys were playing foot-ball on the green in 
front of the school-house, Robert stayed behind, 
to write a letter to Karl — a greater proof of 
friendship and self-denial on his part than letters 
usually are. 

Robert's attention was somewhat distracted 
from his writing by the merry shouts and laugh- 
ter of the boys on the outside, and the sound of 
the foot-ball, as a vigorous and well-applied kick 
sent it against the side of the room. But he 
finished, at last. It was as follows : 

"Dear Karl: You can't think how much I 
want to see you and little Mary. I wish you 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KABL EIEGLEB. 83 

were here, or, better still, that I was with you. 
I like the masters and fellows he re very well — that 
18, most of them. Now and then there is one 
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kicking foot-ball this afternoon. They are just 
beginning to kick in a ring, and I must go and 
help them. Good-bye. Robert." 

• 

Robert had hardly sealed his letter, enclosm^ 
a three-dollar bill to purchase the sled, and hand- 
ed it to the man who was waiting to take tiie 
letters to the office, when an extraordinary shout- 
ing and bursts of laughter made him close his 
portfolio in haste, and fling it into his desk, un- 
mindful that in doing so he flirted out Karl's 
two old letters, which, with his usual want 
of care, he had kept lying loose among the 
motley collection of o4,ds and ends with which 
his portfolio was filled. 

When Robert reached the play-ground, he 
found the boys all taking hold of hands and 
forming a ring, with the foot-ball in the centre ; 
each boy striving for a chance to kick the ball, 
and every other one eager to prevent him : 
now pulling and hauling the lad who, with foot 
uplifted, thought he was sure of hitting the 
mark; now running and shoving another, who 
was intent upon the same thing, quite out of 
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reach, till the ring was sometimes drawn out into 
two straight lines ; then all huddled together into 
a cluster, so that no one could stir ; and all the 
while shoutingj laughing, and trying to kick, till 
the^ voices were hoarse with screaming ; while, 
every now and then, some disconsolate boy, with 
a rueful face, limped away, rubbing a leg which 
had received the kiqk intended for the ball. 

Robert forced his way into the ring, and was 
soon running, shouting, and kicking, with the 
best of them, and perhaps even a little more 
vigorously because he was a fresh recruit. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Wade, the principal of the 
school, had been showing Mr. Burkhardt, the 
newly-arrived German teacher, through the va- 
rious rooms in the building, and Robert had 
hardly left the school-room by one door wheh 
they entered it by another. 

" This is our general school-room," said Mr. 
Wade, looking about the well-appointed and 
orderly apartment with a schoolmaster's pride. 
" The rooms which we have just visited are 
used for class recitations." 

His quick, observing eye saw the papers lying 
8 
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by Robert's desk. He stooped to pick them up. 
He had taken one, when a gust of wind from the 
open window carried the other in the direction 
of Mr. Burkhardt. That gentleman raised it 
from the floor, and was about handing it to Mr. 
Wade, when his eye fell upon the few last words, 
and the namer at the close of the letter. 

"Where did this letter come from?" in- 
quired he. 

" I do. not know," replied Mr. Wade. " I sup- 
pose some boy must have dropped it, though why 
a school-boy should have such old letters in his 
possession, I cannot conjecture*" 

" Pardon my apparently impertinent curiosity," 
said Mr. Burkhardt; "but the letter which I 
hold in my hand was written, many years ago, by 
my elder brother to my only sister — a sister of 
whom all trace was lost after she left Germany 
for America, in company with her husband and 
two children. All our eflforts to trace her have 
hifherto proved unavailing." 

Mr. Burkhardt paused. To find this letter 
here, was as if -a chance wave had brought to 
shore some relic of a wrecked and long-forgotten 
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vessel, which had perished out of the memory of 
all but a few faithful hearts. 

" I will make the inquiry at once," said Mr. 
Wade. "The boy who dropped them can, at 
least, tell how they came into his possession, and 
that may possibly afford you some further clue to 
your sister." 

Mr. Wade and Mr. Burkhardt were facing the 
window. Crash came the glass into Hie' room, as 
the foot-ball dashed against the panes. The 
noise in ike yard ceased suddenly. The boys 
had been forbidden to play foot-ball in that part 
of the yard which the windows overlooked; but, 
' in the eagerness of the game, they had moved 
from their first safe position, on to more danger- 
ous ground. 

" 0, dear 1 " cried the wag of the school. 
^' That glass must have been damaged, or it never 
would have broken so easily — two squares, only 
look I What fellow hit the ball last ? He won't 
have any pocket-money for a month, if he has the 
glazier to pay." 

The bell rang, and the boys walked slowly 
into the school-room. 
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" Tonng gentlemen," said Mr. Wade, gravely^ 
*' I think, by the appearance of this window, that 
you have, contrary to my often-expressed com- 
mand, been playing foot-ball on this side of the 
building. Who sent the ball through the glass? '* 

There was no answer. Robert Wilson knew 
very well who did it. A little boy at his side 
had seized the ball with both hands, as Robert 
attempted to hit it, and, throwing it high into 
the air, had unluckily struck the window. 

Robert held to the school-boy's code of honor, 
and thought it mean to tell tales. Not so John 
Morton, the greatest coward and sneak in the 
school. He would have volunteered the infer-* 
mation, had he not been silenced by a threaten- 
ing look and pinch from Robert. 

" Since, then, the author of the mischief chooses 
to keep silence, the whole class must suffer for 
the fault," continued Mr. Wade. 

" I think all of us are to blame," said Robert. 
" We were all playing in the same place." 

"Very true," repUed Mr. Wade; "and, in 
consideration of such disobedience, the whole 
class will take no recess next week, and the ex- 
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pense of repairing the broken window will be 
equally divided among all engaged in Ihe game. 
I "iave one more inquiry to make. "What boy 
dropped these letters ? " 

Robert recognized the papers at once, as Mr,^ 
Wade held them up. 

It was one of the rules of the school that all 
articles left out of place in the school-room 
should be confiscated ; and Robert felt provoked 
at his own carelessness, when he saw them, and 
thought how much Karl valued them. 

" I did, sir," replied he. 

" Then come with me. I have something to 
say to you. The other boys may resume their 
studies, as usual. They have forfeited the re- 
mainder of the holiday." 

Robert followed Mr. Wade and Mr. Burkhardt 
into the side-room. 

" I wish you vould tell us how you came by 
these letters," said Mr. Wade. 

Robert related, in a few words, his acquaint- 
ance with Karl, and the little he knew of him ; 
adding, that he had brought the letters away with 
8* 
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him, in hopes he might find some one at the 
school who could read them. 

" You should have taken better care of them," 
said Mr. Wade. " They may be of great im- 
portance to your friend, and yet you have left 
them lying on the floor, where, had I not seen 
them, they would probably have been swept 
away as waste-paper." 

Robert colored a little at this reproof, but did 
not attempt to excuse himself 

" Should you Ufce to have Mr. Burkhardt trans- 
late them for you ? " 

" 0, yes, indeed I " said Robert. " Karl would 
be so glad to know what they say, and who 
wrote them." 

" How old is Karl ? " inquired Mr. Burkhardt. 

*' About my age, sir,"- replied Robert. 

" Can you describe him to me ? " 

" Well, he is Hot quite so tall as I am, but a 
great deal bigger. He has blue eyes, and brown 
hair, and is one of the best fellows that ever 
lived." 

" Do you know how old he was when he came 
to the place where he now is 7" 
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'* No," replied Robert ; " but he must have been 
quite young, for. he says he can't remember much 
about it." 

Mr. Burkhardt did not proceed any further 
in his questioning, but appeared lost in thought. 

" You may go now, Robert," said Mr. Wade. 
" And be more careful in future, especially of 
things which do not belong to you, and which it 
would be wholly out of your power to replace, 
if lost." 

Robert left the room, internally wondering 
why Mr. Burkhardt seemed so curious about 
Karl; why he had wanted to know how ho 
looked, and how old he was. 

" I think I must see this boy," said Mr. Burk- 
hardt. " I am convinced that he is my nephew 
— the son of my long-lost sister Christine. This 
other letter was written by my father. How far 
distant is the village which the lad mentioned ? " 

"About fifty miles from here," replied Mr. 
Wade. " You can start on your journey on 
Monday, if you wish. Perhaps, if you are un- 
acquainted with the route, it would be well to 
take Robert with you." 
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Mr. Burkhardt was a stranger in that part of 
the country, and gladly availed himself of Mr. 
Wade's offer of Robert as a companion; and 
Robert, on his part, did not disapprove of an 
arrangement which gave him a holiday and a 
journey, even if they were to be enjoyed in 
company with the new teacher. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The next morning after finding the pocket- 
book, Karl went to thie painter's for Mary's sled, 
and brought it home, enjoying by the way his 
anticipation of her pleased surprise. 

How her eyes shone when she saw the bright 
red sled, with Man Friday painted upon it, in 
large black and yellow letters I Karl had had 
much diflSculty in selecting a suitable name. He 
thought of Snow-Bird, Sinbad, Aladdin, Eacer ; 
but had, at last, chosen Man Friday as preferable 
to them all. 

Where did it come from ? Then Karl told his 
secret, and produced Robert's letter. The little 
mystery about the three dollars was cleared up 
to everybody's satisfaction; and Mrs. GraftoD 
congratulated herself that Mr. Grafton had not 
followed her advice, and told Karl of the 
suspicions concerning -him. She did not know, 
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till long afterwards, that Karl had overheard 
them talking by the kitchen fire. 

" 0," said Mary, running round and examining 
her sled on every side, "how I wish it would 
snow, or the pond freeze, and Robert cornel 
How many weeks will there be before vacation?" 

" Not more than three or four. But Robert 
will have to go home first, I suppose. He will 
not spend all his vacation here." 

" Can't you draw me a little way now, Karl ? 
There is some snow on the side of the road, and 
such a good sled as this must run easy. Do ! " 
And Mary bundled herself upon her sled, and 
tucked her dress about her, as if she were sure 
that Karl would do whatever she asked. 

" Wait a minute, Mary, till the stage goes by, 
and then I will." 

The stage was not going by. It stopped at 
the door, and Robert jumped out, followed by a 
strange gentleman. Mary uttered a little scream 
of delight, sprang off her sled, and then stood 
suddenly still, at the sight of the stranger. 

"Why, Robert, is it you?" cried Karl. 
" Where did you come from? " 
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'*0, from school," said Robert, "with this 
gentleman, Mr. Burkhardt, who wishes to see 
either Mr. or Mrs. Grafton on particular business.'* 

Robert did not know why Mr. Burkhardt 
wished to come to the tavern. He was too glad 
of a holiday, and a visit to his old friends, to bo 
curious about the occasion of his coming. 

Karl went to find Mrs. Grafton, and while he 
was gone Mary recovered the use of her tongue 
sufficiently to thank Robert for her sled. 

" Did you ever see such a beauty ? I don't 
think there is another so handsome in the 
world." 

Rdbert admired it, to her extreme satisfaction, 
and was especially pleased with the name — just 
the right one, and nobody but Karl would ever 
have thought of it. 

Karl soon, re turned; and while Mr. Burkhardt 
and Mrs. Grafton were engaged in a long and 
earnest conversation, the boys and Mary were 
trying the new sled on the scanty handful of 
snow lying by the roadside, rubbing along 
over many a stone, and thinking how like a bird 
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she would fly down the steepest hiU, and across 
the pond; when it was hirly frozen over. 

In answer to Mr. Burkhardt's inquhies, Mrs* 
Oraflon told the little that she knew of ^[^arPs 
mother ; and the tears stood in her eyes as, after 
the lapse of so many years, she seemed to see that 
haggard, way-worn woman, with her children 
clinging to her, standing again beside her. 

When she produced the little, well-worn Bible, 
with the curl of soft, brown hair still lying 
among its yellow leaves, any lingering doubt that 
Mr. Burkhardt might have had concerning the 
identity of the unknown woman quite vanished 
away. 

There was his sister's name, and the date of 
the birthday on which the Bible was given to 
her, written in his father's bold and manly hand. 
There, too, on the fly-leaves, were the very 
words he himself, a thoughtless lad, had scrawled 
when the book was new, and for which his 
sister had sharply reproved him, — an idle, care- 
less rhyme, which had lasted when so many 
feirer and nobler things had perished. 

And tears filled his eyes, also, as he thought 
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of her dying in a foreign land, her last looks 
watched by strange eyes, and her last words 
poured into strange ears, which understood them 
not. Ah ! then she was lying still and cold, with 
her baby on her breast, in a little country bury- 
ing-ground, while those at home were waiting, 
hoping, and watching, for tidings of her. But 
she slept welL Their hopes and fears could not 
break her rest ; and when they ceased to wait, 
when they hoped no longer, summer fof the 
third time had covered her grave with long, 
waving grass. 

When Mr. Burkhardt had heard all that Mrs. 
Grafton could tell him, he gave her a short and 
simple account of himself and his sister. His 
sister had married, quite young, a Mr. Eiegler, 
who, on account of some political troubles, was 
obliged suddenly to leave Germany. They had 
but little property, and decided to come to 
America. In Illinois they hoped to find some 
friends who had gone there during the preced- 
ing year. 

It seemed, from EarPs recollection, that Mr. 
Eiegler had died during the passage, though why 
9 
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his Bister had been reduced to such extreme 
poverty he did not understand, as he supposed 
that the sum of monej which they had been 
able to gather together would have been sufe- 
cient to have carried them comfortably to their 
place of destination* 

The two letters which his sister had brought 
with her, and which had, at last, led to the 
recognition of her child, were written to her by 
her &ther and brother, when she was about to 
leave her native land. 

The same cause which had rendered it neces- 
sary for his brother-in-law to leave Germany 
had brought him to America, also. He had been 
here five years, during which time he had 
attempted, in vain, to trace his lost sister ; and 
it was now only by a mere chance that he had 
obtained a clue to her. 

He could not express his gratitude to Mrs. 
Grafton for all that she had done. It would 
show how poor a sense he had of his obligations, 
if he attempted to express them in* words. Her 
own good heart would reward her for her good 
deeds, for he could not. 
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Mrs. Grafton protested that for all that she had 
done for Karl she had been more than repaid in 
the love and service of the boy. He had always 
been dutiM and affectionate, and she loved him 
like a son ; and no brother could have been more 
kind to little Mary. 

She rejoiced that Earl had found an uncle ; 
but there was a secret fear in her heart that the 
new-found relative might separate her from the 
lad, into whose earnest blue eyes she seldom 
looked without thinking of her lost children. 

Karl was both glad and sorry when he learned 
that the gentleman who came with Robert was 
his tmcle. He was glad to hear about his father 
and mother, and his old home. He tried to piece 
together his few faint, childish recollections, and he 
thought he remembered more than he really did. 
He had the old worn letters, which he had looked 
at for so many years, read to him : but he was 
sorry at the thought of leaving Mrs. Grafton and 
Mary, when his uncle proposed that he should go 
with him to school when he and Robert returned. 

Robert sympathized with his friend's joy at 
the unexpected discovery of an uncle, and 
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thought it tBe luckiest thing in the world tiiat he 
had dropped the letters. He rejoiced, too, at 
tiie idea of taking Karl baek to school with him. 

Not so with Earl. It took all his desire to 
learn, and all his friendship for Robert, to recon- 
cile hin^ to the plan. 

Mrs. Grafton, though it was sorely against her 
wishes, could not object to an arrangement which 
promised so many advantages for Karl ; and her 
wise counsejs overcame Karl's reluctance. 

Mary's tears fell fast at the thought of separat- 
ing from her playfellow and brother Earl. She 
wished that he had never found an uncle, if he 
was going to carry him away. And she was only 
pacified by Mr. Burkhardt's promising that Karl 
should spend all his vacations with her — a 
promise which seemed less satisfactory the next 
morning, as she stood watching the stage, from 
the windows of which the boys waved their caps 
till they disappeared behind the hill. 

At school, Karl felt at first discontented and 
unhappy. The boys laughed at him for his 
ignorance, his slowness, and apparent stupidity. 
He longed for the freedom he enjoyed at the old 
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tavern. He sighed for his strolls and rambles 
through the fields and woods, and he felt home- 
sick when he thought of the pleasant shores of 
the old pond. 

But this feeling wore away. Robert was 
always kind and good-natured, and helped him 
out of many a trouble and perplexity ; and both 
teachers and scholars learned to respect that 
plodding slowness which, though it acquired 
knowledge with difficulty, never forgot what it 
had once mastered. 

In two things Karl soon outstripped the rest 
— in German and drawing. His native tongue 
seemed to come back to him like a half-forgotten 
strain of music, of which we need only to hear a 
few notes to recall the rest. 

In drawing Earl took great delight. His 
observant eye had always found pleasure in the 
various forms of the leaves and the flowers which 
he gathered in the fields and woods ; in the trunks 
and bare or leafy branches of the trees ; in the 
shape of the fishes which with skilful hand 
he drew out of their watery home ; in the sweep 
of the hills which encircled the pond ; and in !aU 
9* 
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those lines of beauty with which the earth is 
adorned. He was never weary of reproducing 
these with his pencil, often interwoven with 
strange and grotesque fancies of his own. 

Mr. Burkhardt soon perceived -Karl's remark- 
able talent; and, after Earl had remained two 
years at Mr. Wade's, he sent him to England to 
perfect himself at the School of Design, in Bir- 
mingham. 

But, whether at home or far beyond the sea, 
Karl never forgot Mrs. Grafton or Mary. Many 
a letter and kind token of remembrance found, 
their way to the old tavern, and gladdened the 
hearts of his foster mother and sister. Robert, 
though now a bearded collegian, came ofl»n to 
see them, and was as pleased to hear and com- 
municate good news from Karl as his. older 
friends' were. 

What a happy day it was for all when, afl;er 
four years' absence, Karl returned I Mary was 
no longer little Mary, but a blooming, blushing 
young girl. Mrs. Grafton's motherly foce had a 
few more lines in it, and her brown hair a few 
more silver threads; but time had left untouched 
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the cheerftil spirit which looked out of her 
bright eyes. The old place was a little more tm- 
tidy and slovenly than ever ; but not one scene 
that he had looked upon, in all his joumeyings, 
was fidrer in Earl's eyes than the pond encircled 
b^ts ring of hills. 

Icy study and patient endeavor. Earl came at 
last to be a designer of great merit. His designs 
were celebrated for their grace and beauty, and 
he reaped the reward of his perseverance and 
labor in a handsome competence. 

He married Mary, and after Mr. Orafton's 
death bought the old tavern as a country res- 
idence for himself and wife. The remembrance ^ 
of his boyish days invests the spot with a golden 
glory in his eyes. Here, too, Robert comes, in 
the sunmier time, to seek relaxation and repose ' 
from his arduous labors — an assertion which a 
sly twinkle in his eye inclines his friends to dis- 
credit. The old mill has fiJlen to decay, and thd 
brook runs singing to the sea, and Earl and 
Mary's children gather the wild-flowers that still 
grow by its side. 

Mr. Burkhardt became a professor in a western 
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college. He never ceased to take an interest in 
the welfare of his sister's son. He made manj 
friends, and learned to feel at home in a foreign 
land. 

As Mrs. Orafton looks npon her happy son 
and daughter, she remembers the little ra^^d 
Karl, and rejoices that she did not resist the 
pleadings of those earnest blue eyes, which 
spoke so eloquently to her motherly heart. For 
that good deed she has been repaid a thousand- 
fold. 

Earl never forgot the kindness of his friends. 
But to his own perseverance and industry, as 
much as to their assistance and encouragement, 
he owed the prosperity which he lived many 
years to enjoy. He strove to show his gratitude 
for the favors which had been bestowed upon 
him, by helping others who stood in need of his 
assistance. When he became a rich man, he 
never forgot that he had been a poor and friend- 
less boy. 
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literary character and mechanieal execution."— i9|rraciw< (JV*. F.) I>»Up 
Standard, 
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WOODWORTH^ STORIES ABOUT ANIMAI& 12iiia,wi«fc 
Illuminated Title, and iquwards of Fifty BeantiM Engrayiiige ; 
pp. 835. 

WOODWORTH*S STORIES ABOUT BIRDa Uniform with 
ihe abore. . With Sixty splendid Engravings; pp. 83(L 

These two Tolamee, oontaining chancteristio aneodotes, told in a 
racy and {^easing yein, are among the most entertaining books of 
the kind to be found in the KngJish language. 

M Attnetire stories, told in a style of great ttTelinesB snd beanty. As a 
writer for the young, the anthor ia surpassed by yeiy few, if any writers in 
Uiis country."— JV. F. Tnhau, 

«« A md*Mgt of BMSt sgresabls rBadiag.''-~fVe«ftytertoi». 

•* They cannot lUl to be intensely- interesting."— d. RegUter. 

«Chsnning stories, told with that fettcitoos simplicity snd elegance of 
diction which characterize all Mr. Woodworth's eilbrts for the young.*'— JV*. 
T, CmMureM JidMrtiatr. 

**■ Nothing can be more interesting than the stories snd pictorisl illostm- 
tlons of these works."— Jg ratt/rtT g i y* Dem, 

**■ We never pen a notice with more pleasure thsn when sny work of oar 
Mend Mr. WoodWorth te the subject. Whatever he does is weU done, and 
in a sweet and gentle spirit."— Cfcrwt. /iif «*r«r. 

« The author is a man of fine abilities and refined taste, and does his wotk 
in a ^irit of vivaeious, but most truthful earnestness."— Z<ciiM«> RqfOM. 



UKCLE FRANK'S PEEP AT THE BEASTS. Square 12ma. 

Profusely Illustrated; pp. 160. 
UNCLE FRANK'S PEEP AT THE BIRDa Unifonn with 

tiie above ; pp. 160. 

These two yolnmes are written in the sunplest style, and with 
words, for the most part, of two and three syllables. They are ex- 
oeedingly popular among children. 

«* Of those who have the gift to write for children, Mr. Woodworth stands 
among the fint ; and, what is best of all, with the ability to ad^t himself to 
the wants and comprehension of ^ildren, he has that high moral principle, 
which will permit nothing to Isave his pen thst can do harm."— .tfraiir*# 
HtmeOau 
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